-Alex, 59 


Author: Soobie 


Bands: Rush 


Characters: Alex Lifeson, Geddy Lee 


Relationships: M/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Thu Nov 15 2012 18:22:20 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Cosmo 


The flight to Europe was long from Toronto and as much as Geddy had tried to adjust his schedule, somehow 
it never worked out. Neil, bless his soul, had his nose deep into another book about culture or birds, or 


whatever it was he was reading about this week 


Alex sat in the aisle seat of first class, his wine glass already filled by the perky stewardess and those 
damned reading glasses slipping down his nose. Geddy had his own newspapers and sports scores laid across his 
lap, his Ipad calculating where his fantasy players were and how many points he had. Not one to be left out, 
Alex had bought several magazines while waiting at the airport. His sense of humour led him to purchase Teen 
magazines, mostly Cosmo and J-I4. Neil rolled his eyes as Alex perused before boarding, knowing he couldn't 
see a thing without his glasses. The sight of a balding, overweight man of his age intently gazing at a J-14 
garish print spread was enough to make Geddy chuckle, even if he was the only one to get the joke. 


Geddy kept searching through the sports scores, seeing how his guys were doing. Neil kept on being smart. 
Alex rubbed at his chin and knitted his eyebrows. 


"If you keep reading that your brain is going to rot out of your skull” 


Without taking his eyes from the page, Alex said, "Oh, no thanks mom, I've already got one." 


It was Geddy's turn to roll his eyes, wondering how Alex had somehow failed to grow up past thirteen years 
old. Sometimes it wasn't a bad thing, but Cosmo, really? Financial Times wasn't his thing either, but Food € Wine 


would have worked or something about cars. The colors were giving Geddy a headache from a seat away. 


Alex licked a finger, and Geddy thought he was going to turn the page. Instead the wet finger went up to Alex's 
ear, rubbing at something. Alex took off his glasses and tried it again, frowning. 


"What are you doing?" Geddy whispered as Alex stuck the finger in his mouth again. 
"Trying this out," Alex mumbled around his finger. He touched his ear again and rubbed. "I don't get it” 
"What? Bug bite you or something?" 


"No, this." Alex slid his glasses on again and leaned over towards Geddy, letting him look at the magazine, 


pointing at one particular line. 


It was a tip from Jamie, 23. Through years of practice Geddy tempered his response. It wasn't proper to read 
those sorts of things in public, but he didn't want to come across as the Prude. That was Neil's job. 


"Uh, it probably works better when a girl does it" Geddy leaned away and went back to the safety of his Ipad 
and baseball statistics. It wouldn't do to think about Alex reading sex tips on a transatlantic flight. Wearing that 
red shirt that looked good on him. With those stupid slipping down glasses. Getting worked up in the seat next 
to him. Thinking about sex for six hours. 


"| guess you're right. | felt more like a cat 


Geddy crossed his legs and tried not to think of the time back in the early 80's that Alex had found Halloween 


cat ears and a tiger tail costume and pounced in some hotel room. 


The plane dissolved back into the steady hum of the engines and clanking of the stewardess as she worked the 


short aisle. 


"How about this one?" Alex leaned over again and tapped at another brick of text. Alex scratched at his 
stomach and dropped the glossy magazine in Geddy's lap. He read the text Alex has pointed out from Cesar, 28. 


A hitte known erogenous zone; the area between a guy's navel and his penis Lick if, tickle it, or gently tug the hairs 
there. 


Geddy closed his magazine and dumped it back in Alex's lap, intent on not having a hard on the rest of the 
flight. 


"No, really! | mean, tug?" He was much too old to blush, and everyone else in the seats around them was 
engrossed in their own activities. "I know," Alex waived his hand over the magazine, "But, like,?" Alex tapped his 


teeth together and turned his head, like a cheetah with it's prey. 


Geddy saw Alex's hand had returned to his own lower belly and was rubbing in small circles over the 


waistband of his jeans. He thought he saw the slightest enlargement down there and his breathing picked up. 
"No, not." Geddy gritted his teeth and ripped. “It's not a wax job" 

"Then like what?" 

"What do you mean like what? You know." 


"| don't know." Alex somehow managed to sound honest. Geddy pointed to his own sparse chest, knowing Alex 


had more hair over his own chest. "What? That's different." 
"Sino different.” 
"Totally different." 


Alex was being deliberately stubborn again. Geddy hadn't figured out exactly why, although he was starting to 
have a few theories. Geddy reached across the armrests and grabbed at the coarse hairs covering Alex's 


forearm. He yanked like an upset toddler, causing Alex to flinch and pull his arm away. 


"That, versus." Geddy reached over and grabbed Alex's arm again, pulling it gently closer. His fingers were light 
this time, just enough to ghost over the skin under the hairs and card through them. He gathered a bunch of 
strands between his fingers and lightly tugged, keen eyes watching as Alex hiccuped and blinked. Geddy 
smoothed the hairs back into a normal resting pattern before leaving Alex's arm and resettling himself in his 


own seat: 
"Different 

"Y-yeah," Alex breathed, no longer so chatty, 

Needing a change of pace and something else to think about, Geddy opened up his browser and started checking 
for wine auctions in the next few weeks. It was always good to bring a really good bottle or two back with him 


personally and not have to go through the bullshit of shipping it. 


Chastised, Alex refrained from the magazines instead opting to pop in his earbuds and listen to something on 
his phone. 


Eventually boredom won out and Geddy caught Alex skimming through the magazine again, fingers tracing 
every line and concentrating, pausing between ‘tips’ and thinking. Geddy would only be able to ignore him for so 


long. Alex needed an audience and wasn't very self entertaining. He backed out of the auction catalog, the bottle 


of D'Ychem he was chasing too much for the vintage to begin with. 

Alex was biting his lips with his eyes closed. The earbuds were still in, surprisingly he was quiet. He looked like 
he was a teakettle about to whistle. The stewardess never asked if he was having a heart attack, so he must 
be unclenching on occasion. 

"Stop it," Geddy smacked him and whispered. "I know what you're thinking.” 

"No you don't." 

"Yes, | do. Stop it" 

The creased magazine landed in Geddy's lap again. "Nick." 


Morbid curiosity lead him to find the entry from Nick - also 28. 


While we were going at it from behind, the woman | hooked up with let out a glutteral scream. Id sure like to hear 
that again 


Geddy leveled a cold glare over the rim of his glasses. "No." 

"Aww, c'mon." Alex pulled an earbud out. "You've got the best voice I've ever heard." 

"Alex." Geddy pleaded. "No." Geddy knew he was a screamer, had been since high school. With the line crew and 
managers in rooms all around them he'd learned to be quiet over the years. Even when they were alone now it 
was hard for Geddy to let go, he had forced himself into quiet mode for so long he was unable to go back. "It's 


not good for my voice." Geddy regretted it the moment he said it. Logic rarely ever worked with Alex. 


Alex merely cocked an eyebrow, smirking. ‘Warm fluids; his one time vocal coach had said to relieve a strained 


voice. Geddy's take on that had been tea and mulled wine. Alex's take had been a little skewed 

"Shut up." Geddy rolled the magazine and hit Alex with it 

Alex jumped and acted startled. "What? | didn't say anything’ 

"No, but | know what you were thinking’ 

'So you're a mind reader now?" Alex smoothed the abused magazine around his thigh, trying to flatten it out 
"No, | just know how your mind works" 


Alex stared at him with squinted eyes, focusing his thoughts and trying to send brain waves or some such 


nonsense. 
"Stop it," Geddy hissed again 

Alex crossed his eyes before releasing his held breath and slouching. "Did it work?" 
"What?" Geddy asked, annoyed, 

"Did you get the picture?" 

"No, Alex." 


Alex looked like his hopes had been dashed. "You know, the one with you in the blue undies with the feather 


boa." 


Geddy's eyes opened wide and he choked on his own spit. He shussed Alex again and was about to turn to the 


window and put his back to Alex, effectively ending the conversation. 


"| mean, god, no one's listening." Alex motioned to the rest of first class. "And he's heard it all before." Alex 
hitched a thumb across the aisle to Neil. Geddy looked across Alex's body and over at Neil, only to find him 
biting his lip and suppressing giggles. 


"Just.. shut up and go back to your magazine." It was the only time Alex had been quiet this entire flight. 
Geddy grabbed one of his sports sections and hid behind it, blocking out any view of Alex. When he dared peek 
next, Alex was back to checking out the pre-teen music scene, reading up on favourite foods and favourite 


colours and all the important issues teenagers needed to know. 

A second peek later revealed Alex still in much the same position, following the never ending saga of Twilight 
actors. Geddy felt safe enough to fold up his paper and try to nap a little. It would be early when they landed 
and he wouldn't make it through a day and a half without a nap. 

He had just dozed off when a hand started massaging his scalp. Geddy jumped at the contact, the giant dream- 
spider turning out to be Alex twisting through his hair. He must not have jumped enough because Alex clung 
on and kept rubbing at his scalp. 

"Alex," Geddy said carefully, "What are you doing?" 

"Oh, nothing," he said in a carefree tone that implied anything but nothing. 


"Doesn't feel like nothing." 


Alex's fingertips traced around the crown of his head, still a bit flat on the back where his mom laid him down 
as a baby. "Is it relaxing?" 


"Uhhh, no, not really" Geddy just hoped he didn't get too many knots. "Feels kind of creepy” 
"Oh, sorry” Alex pulled his hand back “It said it was supposed to feel relaxing’ 

"Cosmo again?" Geddy knew the answer before he even asked. 

"Yeah" Alex flipped a page. "Oh, maybe it was because it said you were supposed to come first’ 


Geddy reflexively clamped his hand over Alex's mouth as he heard an escaping chuckle from across the aisle. 


A warm, wet tongue wiggled against his palm. "Eeeeugh, yuck." Geddy wiped the spit on his jeans. 
"Bah, you've had worse." 

"That's it, tm sitting with Neil." 

| can do this across the aisle just as easily." 

Geddy gathered up his papers and traveling bag. "Me € Neil can switch seats." 

"Why, I'd just have to talk louder then" 


"Just shut up already. Sit quietly like an adult for once." Geddy remained in his seat, not wanting the entire 


cabin to hear of their private matters. 

Geddy was lucky to get thirty seconds in. "lm bored." 

Geddy wanted to cry. His own kids were never this much of a handful, and they had been actual children at 
the time. "Go bug Neil for a while. You might learn something. Hit on the stewardess. Take a nap. Write a song. | 
don't care, just entertain yourself" 

Alex's shoulders slumped. "I'd rather bug you." 


Geddy leaned his head against the headrest and tried to relax. "I'm trying to take a nap." 


"Goodnight." Geddy knew Alex was pissed by the way he pronounced the + He could deal with it when they 


landed. A good romp somewhere private and Alex would be back to his usual cheerful self. 


Geddy woke slowly to silence. The engines still hummed and the plane bounced as the winds hit it, but no 
fingers tickled at his chest. No loud guffaws drifted down the aisle. No wet tongues wormed into his ear. 
Cracking and eyelid and looking over, Alex was reclining in his seat as well, eyes closed, breathing slow and even. 


He wasn't asleep, the lack of earth shattering snores was one clue, but at least he was quiet. 


Geddy couldn't stand it. 

"Hey," he gently nudged Alex. "What are you doing?" 

Alex opened one eye and fixed it on Geddy. "Daydreaming." 

“Anything good?" 

"Yeah." Alex closed his eye and went back to his daydream. "Last tip in the book" 

With most of the flight past them now, Geddy picked up the abused magazine and found the creased pages. 
Alex had gotten a pen from somewhere and circled the last tip, drawing stars and an exclamation point around 
it. 


A girlfriend once left on a leather belt when | took her from behind The image of the leather jostling back and 
forth with each thrust. wow!" - Rich, 27 


If Geddy had been a younger man he would have had to run to the bathroom at the thought. Knowing Alex had 
been quietly sitting next to him, fantasizing about a little bit of leather.. Geddy had to shake off the thought 
and form a plan He obviously couldn't just walk into a sex shop, he'd have to send someone who shunned the 


public eye. Someone with a knowledge of where to go in London for such things. Someone who wouldn't question 


why he wanted a leather S€M belt. 


Geddy planned to hit an off-license as soon as feasible after landing. The bottle of MacAllen would cost him 
but it would be worth it in the long run 


